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Skipping the Concert 

Kink Week 

Disclamer: You know the drill, none of this story happened, it's just a work of fiction 

Zara sat in the hotel room, waiting for Justin to return. She had opted not to attend the show tonight, even 
though she had promised Justin she would be there. He would probably pissed, but he would get over it once 
he got in the mood. The television was droning on and Zara felt tired. She eventually fell asleep. 

Justin wiped off his forehead with a towel and searched around for Zara He turned to his brother and asked, 
‘Have you seen Z?" 

‘No, | haven't. | overheard Sue saying that she stayed at the hotel” Dan replied. 


"Did you happen to overhear why?" 


"No. Are you pissed?" Dan asked, 


"A little, but I'll get over it." 


"Yeah, you'll get back to the hotel and shag the hell out of her and she'll be screaming so loud that the 


windows will probably break. | swear sometimes that she can hit the notes louder than you." 

Justin laughed at that last comment and went to change. When the band got back to the hotel, Justin headed 
up to Zara's room. He generally shared a room with one of the guys, but he spent most of his time in Zara's 
room if she was with him. He opened the door and saw Zara sleeping on the bed. He shook his head and walked 
into the room. 

Zara found herself being shook awake. She fluttered her eyes open and found herself face to face with Justin. 
"You're in trouble,” he said, leaning in to kiss her. 

His lips were warm and tasted slightly salty. Zara loved that taste. 

"How did the show go?" she asked, sleepily. 


"Fantastic as usual. Why didn't you show up?" he asked, raising an eyebrow. 


Zara shrugged her shoulders and lightly touched the collar of his long sleeved, sheer, white shirt. Justin 
brushed her hand away, sometimes her behaviour got on his nerves. 


"lm going back to my room," he said, getting off the bed. 

Zara grabbed his arm. 

"Please don't leave. I'm sorry | didn't show up.” 

Justin didn't say anything and Zara bit her bottom lip out of fear. This wasn't the first time she had pissed 
him off and she thought that she had might have pushed him away this time. She wrapped her arms around 
his waist and rested her head against his chest. Justin towered over her by a good eight inches. Justin began 
to gently stroke her dark chestnut hair. He cared for her a great deal and Zara, even though she was a sexual 
being and twenty-two, needed to be treated and loved like a child at times. He never understood why, he just 
knew that he had to be increadably gentle with her at times. 

"Don't leave," she begged. 


‘lm not gonna leave. You've really got me wrapped around your finger do you know that?" 


"I think it's the other way around," she said. 


‘Im still a little upset about you not coming to the show tonight," he said, cupping her chin in his hand. 
| know and | am sorry. You can punish me if you like," she said, giving him a naughty smile. 


"That sounds like an excellent idea, but I'll do it later. Right now | just want to fuck you till you can't walk," he 
said, gently biting her neck. 


She grunted softly and felt him getting hard. He unbuttoned her jeans and slipped his right hand down her 
panties and rubbed her already wet lips. He pushed her onto the bed, then slipped the jeans down her legs and 
threw them onto the floor. She could see how hard he was by the huge bluge in his tight jeans. She slid his 
shirt down his back, then ran her pink fingernails against his smooth skin. He pulled off her red tube -top, 


exposing her breasts. 

He sucked her light pink nipples, making them grow hard. While Justin was busy sucking on her nipples, Zara 
was working on getting his tight jeans off. She unzipped them and used her feet to push them down his legs. 
Justin very rarely wore underwear and tonight was no exception. His cock was hard and eager to fuck 

He slipped his fingers through the waistband of her panties and pulled them. He slipped his cock into her wet 
pussy, making Zara moan loudly. Justin pushed Zara's legs back until her knees almost rested on her shoulders, 
it opened her pussy up a little more. Zara was actually screaming now from sheer pleasure. Justin almost 
laughed thinking about the comment Dan had made earlier. 

Zara dug her nails into Justin's back, making him growl. Both of them liked it rough. Justin sunk a little deeper 
into her. He released into her and Zara let out a deep breath. Justin rolled off of her and pulled his jeans back 
on. 

"You're leaving?" she asked, sweat clinging to every inch of her body. 

"Dan and | have to go over the set for tomorrow's performance, which you will be attending." 

"Is that my punishment?" 

"Do you thinkg that attending our concert is a punishment?" 

"Of course not" 


"Good, because your punishment is gonna hurt. lll see you in the morning." 


Justin kissed the top of her head before he left. Zara pulled the covers around her and sighed. She loved it 


when Justin punished her and couldn't wait for tomorrow. 


Justin opened the door to Dan's room and walked in. His brother was watching the television and strumming on 


his guitar. 


"Hey was the fucking?" Dan asked. 

"Earth-shattering as usual," Justin replied, sitting on Dan's bed. 
"Yeah, | thought | heard some screaming.” 

Both laughed. 

"Why didn't you stay with her?" Dan asked. 

"Because | have to teach her a lesson," Justin replied. 


"Well, just remind me to leave the room when you decide to perform your kinky little tricks on her," Dan said. 


Punishment 


Punished 
Disclaimer: This story is a work of fiction. 
Dedicated to Cassie Morgan, this second chapter is for you, baby! ;) 


Summary: | know | haven't updated this story in forever. That's because | thought people didn't like it. Well, 
here's the second chapter. Zara gets a spanking. | like spankings 


Zara twisted her dark hair around her finger. Her stomach was all in knots. The band was still playing on the 


stage. Sue was standing next to her. 

"You alright?" Sue asked. 

"Fine," Zara replied, forcing a smile onto her face. 

Sue raised her eyebrow, but assumed it was best not to pursue. The boys finished playing and came back 
stage. Justin avoided Zara and went straight to Sue, who he pulled into a tight hug. Zara's nostrils flared. Dan 
walked over to Zara and laid a hand on her shoulder. 

"Z, he's just trying to piss you off," Dan said. 

"| know," Zara replied. 

"lll buy you a drink," Dan offered. 

Zara looked over at Justin and Sue. Sure, he would be pissed if she left. Zara nodded her head. Dan wrapped 
and arm around her shoulder and led her out of the place. 

Justin watched them and said, 

"Sue, I'll talk to you later." 

Sue nodded her head. Justin followed Dan and Zara. Justin reached out and pulled back Zara by her arm. 
"What the fuck?!" Zara cried. 


Dan jumped and turned around, finding himself face to face with a pretty pissed off Justin. 


"Sorry, Danny, but Z and | have business to take care of," Justin said, not releasing his grip on her. 


Z could feel a bruise forming, and she grimaced from pain. 


"| understand. Maybe I'll buy you a drink later?" Dan asked. 
"Maybe," Justin replied for her. 


Z gave Dan a reassuring smile. Of course he didn't believe her. She was scared as shit. Justin basically drug Z 


into the dressing room. He slammed the door and locked it behind him. 
"What the fuck is your problem, Z?" he asked. 

"Jesus, Justin! Dan just asked me for a drink," she cried. 

"You fucking piss me off, do you know that?" 

Z cracked a smile. Justin was a little funny when he was angry. Justin sighed and rolled his eyes. 
"What am | going to do with you?" he asked softly. 

He pulled her close to him and ran his fingers through her hair. 

"I believe you were gonna punish me," she replied. 

He cupped her chin in his hand. 

"Yeah, that's right," he said. 

Z smiled, flashing her deadly white teeth. 

"You wanna tie me up?" she asked. 


"No, because | didn't bring any rope. What | really want to do is a light a fire into that wonderful backside of 
yours," he said, pulling her head back. 


Zara whimpered in pain. Justin drug her over to the couch and pulled her between his legs. Z closed her eyes 
as he pulled of her black cotton skirt. Tingles traveled throughout her body. Justin pulled her over his lap and 
she wiggled. But he firmly held her in place. 


He brought his hand down sharply on her rear end. Zara gasped, the first smack always got her. She cursed 
herself for wearing a pink thong tonight. Of course Justin liked it when she wore thongs when he spanked her. 
It was less of a hassle. 


At least he was just using his hand which hurt bad enough. If she had really pushed him over the edge, well 
let's just say that Justin owned a paddle and a very wide hairbrush (bought especially for her). He had a whip 


too, and Zara had experienced a taste of that too. Justin was spanking the hell out of her. 


He stopped spanking her for a moment and played with the cotton strand between her cheeks. Zara let out a 


moan and squirmed. Justin fucking drove her crazy sometimes. 

"You belong to me, not to Dan, not to Ed, just me," he said, bringing his hand down again. 

Not only was Justin setting her ass on fire, but he was also having the same effect on her pussy. It was 
aching for a good fucking. Justin spanked her for forever. Zara didn't cry though, it would take a lot more than 
a simple hand spanking to make her cry. 

Finally, he stopped spanking her. His hand was probably tired. 

"| can smell how hot you are," he said, playing with the cotton strand again. 

He pulled it up a little, so it pulled tighter across her pussy. Zara let out a deep moan. God, her clit was so 
fucking hard. It even hurt a little is was so hard. Then Justin gently traced his finger over her cotton covered 
pussy. Zara whimpered. 


"Please?" she begged, wanting him to thrust that finger into her. 


"Why should I? You've been such a brat for the past couple of days, | don't think you really deserve it," he 


said, now he was rubbing his fingers against her aching pussy. 
Her thong was so freaking wet, that she was sure she had left stains all over Justin's pants. 
"Justin, please?" she begged again 


"IIl think about it. If you're a good girl and go stand in the corner, | just might,” he said, pressing his fingers 
into the cotton 


Zara almost exploded all over him. 

"Justin," she cried. 

"Begging will do you no good. Go stand in the corner, and I'll think about it," he said, removing his fingers. 
"Can | put my skirt on?" she asked. 

"No" 


"Justin," she whined. 


"Zara, l'm more than willing to search for my paddle, if you want," he replied, spanking her bottom again 


"No, I'll go stand in the corner. For how long?" 

"My decision, and for however long | want," Justin said. 

| hate you," Zara said, getting of her lap. 

"Oh, someone wants to have their mouth washed out," Justin teased. 

Zara went to stand in the corner and pressed her head against the wall. She would probably be there for a 
long time. She was tempted to stick her hand down her panties and take of her problem herself, but Justin 
would just be mad. Then he definitely would go find his paddle. God, her clit was aching. 


"Zara, come here," Justin lightly commanded after about fifteen minutes had passed by. 


Zara walked over to him and he pulled her onto his lap. She grimaced when her sore backside connected with 


his rough jeans. 

"You still want me to take of this for you?" he asked, slipping a hand between her legs. 

"God, yes," she moaned, 

Justin pushed her onto the couch and ripped of her thong. 

"Remind me to buy you a pair of crotchless ones," he said, tossing her extremely damp underwear aside. 

He stuck his index and middle finger up her pussy, till he found her clit. Zara was moaning and squirming. She 
was thrusting herself deeper into him. Justin fingered her until her eyes rolled into the back of her head and 
until her cum was dripping onto the couch. He pulled his fingers out of her, and then he kissed her. 

"Remind me to be naughty more often," Zara giggled, wrapping her limbs around Justin 


"God, | might have to buy you a collar and a leash if you start to be naughty more often," he said. 


"I'm not sure | would mind that," Zara said, with a wicked smile on her face. 


